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is to succeed, must be a swing of great quick-
ness, and Watson was too strong for him. Then
Watson, in his turn, tried the chip, getting his
knee behind his opponent's so that Larry might
lose his balance. It seemed that Watson would
succeed. Larry raised his head to the white sky,
his teeth clenched, his eyes closed; you could feel
that he thought that he was going. But his
strength was too much for Watson. He escaped,
and suddenly, a moment later, was clicking
Watson's right leg with his own right and his left
with Watson's left. The struggle now was fear-
ful. Both men put out their uttermost. Watson
resorted to the outside click to save himself from
falling, placing his leg as near the ground as
possible. The two men swung and strained;
Watson's neck and upper chest were soaked with
sweat. Then Larry's little eyes were triumphant;
he crossed both Watson's legs quickly with his
own, cross-buttocking, and with a shout, his huge
frame seeming to double its natural size, he had
Watson on the ground,

He stood there, smiling.

Georges turned. His fate was sealed then.
He walked away down the hill. Coming to the
little rough bridge he saw someone standing there,
someone with his back to him, a man of a great
height, in a long dark-blue coat. He knew, be-
fore the man turned, who it would be. It was
young Stane's father.

A few minutes later Judith noticed that
Georges was not at her side. She had been